THE   SHADOWS   FALL
I thought: this is a poor joke ; to hell with such jokes !
Better keep still, or another might come flying, sharper
than the others, and go right through me. Well, so I lay
there. And I felt them . . . the bullets I mean. They were
still there, one close to the other. I got alarmed, for I
thought they might make their way into my belly, and then
what ? They'd go rolling about among my intestines, and
then how would the doctors ever find them ? And besides,
they wouldn't be any pleasure to me. A man's body, even
mine, is fluid ; the bullets would go wandering into my
bowels, and then I'd go walking about rattling like a post-
bell. It would break me up completely. I lay and twisted
off a head of sunflower and ate the seeds, but I was frightened
all the same. Our line had gone on. Well, and when
Balashov was taken I was ordered there too. Then I la\T
in the field hospital at Tishanka. The doctor there was as
cocky as a sparrow. He kept asking me : * Shall we cut
out the bullets ? ' But I lay thinking it over. ... I asked
him 4 Your Excellency, can they get lost in my inside ? '
f No,' he said ; * they can't/ Well, then, I thought, I'm
not going to let them be cut out f I know that game !
They'd cut them out, and before the wound had had time
to heal I'd be sent back to my regiment. ' No/ I said,
* your Excellency ; I won't have them cut out. It's even
more interesting for me with them inside, I'd like to carry
them home to show my wife, and they're no bother to me,
they're not a great weight/ He swore at me good and hard,
but he let me go home on sick-leave for a week/'
Gregor smiled as he listened to the artless story, and
asked
" What regiment have you got into ? "
" The fourth."
" Who else from the village is with you ? >%
" Quite a lot * Anikushka, Beskhlebnov, Akim Koloveidin,
Semka Miroshnikov, Tikhon Gorbachev."
" Well, and how are the cossacks ?   Not complaining ? "
" They're upset with the officers, it looks like. They've
put such filthy swine over us there's no living with them,
And they're almost all Russian ; there isn't a cossack
among them! "
As he spoke Christonia pulled down the short sleeve of
his tunic and examined and stroked the excellent cloth of